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Hello 

Hello reader, I hope you can find some warmth 
and cosiness (or co-zine-ness as I think Matt 
Kassay put it) in the reading of this zine. I am 
writing it after a day of work (clock on, clock off 
type of work) and sort of putting my feet up. I 
find that work adds structure and societal 
relevance to this zine, whether it’s Matt K’s dull 
workday pictures, friend’s work for the dole 
stories, or my own having earned a few stripes 
out in the ‘real world’. 

Well, here you go. 

SALVOS volunteering alongside work-for-the- 
dole workers 

The day leaves me in a state of boredom and 
feeling slightly lost. Even the satisfaction of 
having done something visible, or having 
completed a number of successes is mostly lost 
because the store is not the tidiest op shop, by 
any stretch. It is a large store next to a warehouse 
where donations come in and you have to cram it 
in with everything in a loosely categorised way. 
You put clothes back on rows of racks about ten 
metres long, knowing that perfection and product 
consistency is impossible and that you can only 
approximate neatness through estimating the best 
space for a pair of like, jeggings or half-singlet, 
half t-shirt with off-the-shoulder sleeves, that is 
half colour and half black when the racks are 
meant to be colour coded. The strain of making 
decisions of where to place those items, or where 
to place fiction books when the alphebetisation is 
only half complete, with messily written letters 
on cardboard pieces only including about half the 
alphabet, and books chucked on there randomly, 
plus knowing that your repetetive movements 
and decisions barely make a dent in the entire 
operation makes me have to be a bit mentally 
unwell to want to do it. 

The question of how mentally unwell I am is a 
strain to think about too. Actually, it is one of the 
most interesting questions I can think of to 
occupy my mind, but it... Well.. See, I don’t 
even know where to go from here. With 
anything. Being on the dole will lead me to have 
to do this work many times per week. It is 
perhaps the first time, being on the dole, that I 


am in touch with reality enough to realise how 
much it sucks to not have played this job-getting, 
job-changing, career exploration thing already. I 
am actually in the most vulnerable square one, 
where my income depends on me doing what job 
centres and the government want me to. This 
means that instead of focusing on the fact that I 
have enough food and shelter now, I should be 
trying out different avenues to get a job. As my 
psychologist told me, I only know that I dislike 
certain jobs because I have tried them. So instead 
of seeing a line of failure and personal inability, I 
should see a series of experiments which 
produced a negative result, providing me with 
valuable information for what I should do next. 

It’s unfortunate that negative results don’t really 
point you in an alternative direction. 

I’m wary here of adding to the bulk of negative 
experiences about work, and thus biasing 
people’s reactions towards work, because it 
seems that a lot of cool people say that work 
sucks. 

...So? So? What do we do about it? Seriously, 
what do we do? It’s a reality we can’t escape 
from easily. 

That’s why psychadelia and unions can be so 
appealing and so revolting. They show us an 
alternative way of existing, just a little bit. The 
worlers united in camaraderie, and the worker’s 
imaginations and desires running wild. They are 
breakaways from the productive engines. 

It’s the productive engines that we want to have, 
to begin with though. We want to be like children 
uncorrupted, growing up and working like we 
have always done arts, crafts, gardening and so in 
with our elders in full voluntary spirit and have 
been allowed to keep doing it to our full 
potential. 

All my corrupt, damaged psyche can say now 
when I think of all the arts and crafts I did with a 
free spirit is, “If I could do it now and be as good 
as I could have gotten at it, if left to my own 
devices, I could make a lot of money selling the 
stuff, or be an artist who sells stuff.” 



I became a writer, because I written and spoken 
word was the one thing which I couldn’t destroy 
for the sake of self-consciousness, anxiety about 
the real world, anxiety about assignments, and 
fear of my redundancy. 

Drawing and making things with my hands was 
my natural inclination but writing and truth¬ 
finding was forced on me, and I could never truly 
lose my voice. I couldn’t un-learn my natural 
want to write. I couldn’t picture what I write 
being pumped out by teenagers in China. I have 
the capital (my computer) and my brain. 

I have still, a little bit of faith that our voices can 
matter somehow to the masses. 

Still, right now, I feel so vulnerable that I want to 
focus on myself and my immediate social life 
more, so I do kind of wish that the drawing and 
sewing flowed so easily and comfortably as it did 
when I was a kid, so I could make my friends and 
family happy with little creations and trinkets 
and so on. And maybe sell some stuff. 

But that is not me, this character that has been 
shaped by oppressive, anti-creative, political, 
economic, social forces. I write and though I 
don’t write perfectly, I can still write a fair bit 
and feel like it comes from myself. I don’t even 
KNOW if it’s important or more effective than 
weaving baskets out of grassroots in the grand 
scheme of social progress. I just know that it’s 
still mine. 

Working at these op shops isn’t, delivering 
Village News isn’t, waitressing at the shopping 
centre isn’t... A million things aren’t mine. Even 
my own stuff sometimes doesn’t feel fully like 
mine. I just fucking wrote this thing though, at 
least. It might not even be important to one other 
person. But I wrote it on faith - being certain of 
things you can’t see. I don’t KNOW, you see, but 
I kind of DO know, that it feels right. 

Speaking of myself 

I never did get to explain the psychotic thing in 
great detail. It may risk sounding like I need a 
raise in my antipsychotics if I keep on thinking 
and talking about that - let’s assume the position 
of 99% of people - psychotic episode. 


It benefits me to talk of my thinking, words and 
behaviour of a certain time period as a psychotic 
episode because it implies illness. Does that 
mean that secretly, I think I was perfectly sane 
and am exploiting the mental health system, OR 
that I am still psychotic, if I stand by most of 
what I did and said? If I maintain that they are 
decisions made under a healthy person’s logic, 
but just happened to be highly creative and done 
in quick, shocking succession fuelled by drugs? 

DO I stand by most of what I did and said? I will 
have to say yes AND no. 

Answering a question in a paradox is perhaps 
confused and schizophrenic, if I answered like 
that to a mental health professional who cannot 
make decisions as to which category I fit, based 
on a paradox and unresolved ambiguity. 

I will accept their categorisation of myself in the 
loony basket. Not because they know me better 
than I know myself, but because they know that 
society needs a way to deal with when someone 
acts really weird out of pain, and the situation is 
so confusing or complicated that normal 
judgements of good/bad decisions can’t apply. 

Maybe people need to look at what I did and 
said, knowing me, and think “I’ve seen arsehole 
behaviour and legendary behaviour, but THAT is 
something else.” 

As long as they don’t judge, that is okay. Good 
people know they don’t know the full situation of 
something and give people some grace. 
Understandably, they might be wary of me or 
saddened, and unintentionally add to the 
confusion or something, but that’s just life, what 
can you do? I’m probably judging them too for 
something, because of lack of understanding. We 
help each other but also make life difficult for 
each other to some extent, I and the mental health 
professionals. Myself for being more complex, 
them for being forced to be or act simple under 
time constraints. 

It will take a lot of explaining for why I did and 
said what I did and said. I generally have started 
at the hallmark craziest thing that I said - saying 
that I thought I was the Whore of Babylon. 



This was probably the worst place I could have 
started to explain my problems. I was telling 
them what I thought they wanted to hear. That, 
“Yes, I am crazy. See, I told people I was the 
Whore of Babylon. It’s not quite what it seems, 
though! It’s more complicated, let me try to 
explain...” 

Perhaps a better place to start would be how I felt 
physically and mentally excellent because I had 
taken too much Robitussin Dry Cough 
(dextromethorphan, not some other thing the 
hospital noted it down as), had slightly dropped 
my ritalin dose (I had just taken the 36mg 
Concerta), had dropped caffeine use, had drank 
less, and tend to eat quite healthy and sparingly 
when on Robitussin. and had a variety of life 
stressors that I was using this new-found sense of 
clarity to deal with. 

I had been feeling very down and stressed 
(though this was numbed by the concerta and 
ritalin somewhat) and had been less productive 
and a mess in my relationships. I wanted help to 
feel better and get my life in order. 

The reason I felt down was due to a combination 
of factors. Some were more long term, such as 
not having finished a book I had started, stress 
about unemployment, and the existence of an 
internet friend with the worst life ever, who 
always wanted my help and attention that I felt 
guilty for not giving him. Some were short or 
medium term, such as boy dramas, housemates 
feeling down, not having done a decent zine in a 
while, not being on top of my iron levels and not 
having exercised enough. Some were the general 
problems of my social group weighing on me. 

When there are things weighing on you, and you 
have poor coping skills due to ADHD, autistic 
traits and now, they reckon, possible 
schizophrenia, plus a bunch of other factors I 
won’t go into - though my internet addiction 
would be worth mentioning - a lot of stressors 
build up in your mind. 

Worth considering also is my Christian 
background. It is not just to be considered as a 
factor in driving my to eventual psychosis, but as 
something that helped me to feel responsible for 
the problems of others and come up with a way 


to to try to help and to cope with the eventual 
breakdown. If I wasn’t referencing the dominant 
cultural and religious tradition, it would be 
something more weird or nothing at all, which 
would be terrifying. I would not have found 
myself at the point of strength to bear the 
problems until getting hospitalised. I probably 
wouldn’t have developed the tendency to care 
half as much, if I hadn’t had to think about it 
from a young age. 

Anyhow, I’m not saying that Christianity is 
necessary to care about people. I’m just saying 
that it played a bigger part in my upbringing than 
it did for most people, and combined with my 
weird traits, it made me think and care intensely. 

I definitely am not saying I’m virtuous and more 
caring than anyone around here, I just think 
differently. BUT, it’s not so different that it 
doesn’t make sense according to my social 
influence. 

I had a lot of problems. Problems that are not big 
to others, but play in my mind a lot. There was a 
lot on my mind, with the ‘weird’ Christian stuff 
too. 

There were problems that I could list. And I did 
list, in my mind. 

I understand that mental illness is what happens 
when a biological predisposition is combined 
with psychological and social stressors. 

I could see what was happening. 

I just took a risk, as we do, on everybody else 
being open minded, time-free and able enough to 
understand the stuff I was going on about. As we 
do, especially in drug-induced states. 

That is a risk when you take drugs to solve your 
problems, especially if they are social problems. 

The only person who understood what I was on 
about was my older brother, an old housemate 
and perhaps the two friends who took me to the 
psych ward. 

My brother ended up the villain of the story 
because clearly his words have acted as a 



psychological stressor. Same with the words of 
my uni tutors, the news and so on (but they get a 
free pass as educators). I don’t hate him at all but 
am grateful he understood. He was always the 
mediator between the cruel world and myself. I 
have been angry at him for offending me, but at 
least he said things instead of pursuing his own 
interests while leaving me vulnerable to the 
simplicity/naivety of crowds. 

I still am vulnerable to the naivety and simplicity 
of crowds, though. For instance, I have taken on 
the role of the psych patient pretty well. What if 
everyone had lauded me a hero or an artistic 
genius? I’d feel totally different. 

But that’s just a ‘what if’. I’m dealing with 
reality here. Antipsychotics. Not flights of fancy 
or delighting in repetition on stimulants. 

Alright, back on track. 

Do I want to list the problems I had, and explain 
why I did the craziest things that I did? Rather 
than write off that whole period as psychosis? 

Is anyone actually interested? Is it worth being 
interested? Wasn’t the point of acting out to put 
this shit I was worrying about to rest, to cut short 
unhealthy thought patterns and my concern with 
problems other than my unemployment, my 
health, my basic social connectedness, my 
appearance and all those normal things? 

Should I just put it all to rest? 

What I did was logical at the time, but it scares 
me to think of the later effects too much 
robitussin and stimulants might have had, and 
that I had been neglecting my own health. 

I haven’t been worrying about anyone else lately. 
Not to the cost of my own health or convenience. 
I barelty even care to finish this article. 

I feel like there’s a fine line between fucked and 
not fucked. Meaning and non-meaning. 
Motivation and sitting in a heap to be picked up 
by someone who has the strength to care. 

I COULD try to justify everything I did, to prove 
I was acting with sound reason and abnormally 


good motives, given the immediate 
circumstances, but ah, I’m tired. It was HARD 
WORK being insane. 

And now it’s hard work trying to stay sane. 

Eurgh that sounds so cliche and sappy like ‘ah 
yes goood, you are loving yourself with the 
mental health paradigm’ 

You know everything has a bunch of 
contradictions, everything’s a bit good n bad at 
the same time, everything has mixed meanings. 

I just want something true and solid now. Of 
course, I always did. There was always a bit of 
confusion. Some people say confusion is 
necessary. You learn something new, you get 
confused. Tired like me, you get confused. 

That’s enough for tonight. 

Actually, one more thing - how was I meant to 
get better around people who expected insanity? 

Hospital 

I am thinking of going back there to ask what this 
medication is supposed to do for me. They put 
me on it and I feel like things will be bleak. I 
can’t walk here and there all day and I don’t want 
to write all day. All I do is walk to the city and 
use the internet there. If the internet was working 
at home, I would probably be scrolling and 
feeling stuck. Feeling like there isn’t much to my 
life but the internet and the endless search for 
information. Such as, what do these 
antipsychotics do? What kinds of experiences do 
others have? 

There is part of me that says, leave the hospital 
for the people who are much worse off, but that 
could be depression speaking. I’m not gonna kill 
myself, so why pester them? Well, people 
diagnosed with psychotic illness often get used to 
being treated like they are not entitled to feel 
well. You carry all this pain inside of you and 
you get released, and then have to explain 
yourself all over again to other doctors, while 
sounding scattered because, how would you not 
sound scattered, when you don’t know if you 
could say the wrong thing or not, or if people 



would really help you and listen if you said how 
you really were? What if they were to give your 
more drugs, lock you up, or not help you at all? 
You try to figure out where you stand in all this 
and that adds even more stress. There are mixed 
messages like, that you must stop thinking and be 
passive, and then that you must keep thinking 
about your recovery. 

I don’t know what recovery means for me at this 
stage if all I am doing is the same kinds of things 
as before, but with a few activities that are meant 
to introduce me to a better and more realistic 
future, such as volunteering and taking 
antipsychotics. This is all quite depressing. 

Another part of me could well say, “Serves you 
right for taking those drugs and all that.” But the 
reason why I got introduced to that culture and 
found those as a coping mechanism was because 
life was so dull. But as well as dull it could also 
be exciting when you find out-roads to the 
dullness, like music. Now I feel like it’s hard to 
get into anything much. Or at least, I notice how 
it’s hard to get into, and concentrate, on anything 
with ‘ADHD’, all my experiences of us having 
heaps of problems all together and not having a 
collective solution, with these antipsychotics, and 
whatever. Perhaps I always have been a bit 
superficial and empty but I was just self- 
stimulating so much that I didn’t mind. Yeah, I’d 
listen to the same songs over and over on the 
internet. I’d dance in my room by myself and 
daydream a lot. I’d get periods of increased 
productivity and energy where I’d put out zines, 
exercise, go out and give them out excitedly. It 
felt like I was part of a global network or 
movement tied together by a special literary, 
aesthetic, musical, social trend sustained by DIY 
sort of stuff, touring, and a little bit of associated 
politics and general life views. Now I just focus 
on the bleaker side of it all. 

I listen to 4KQ (Good times and great classic 
hits) and really see the pain in the music. I 
understand that the 20 th century was a time that 
was desperate and where you could really see the 
structural change, and changes in social roles 
really clearly and feel their poignant effect on 
your psyche and your life. Your mind had time to 
process how shit or how good everything was. 

My mind does too, and all of us whose internet 


addiction ends up being a bit limp in the end. I 
find that the public is there in the State Library, 
in Queen Street Mall, but I can only wander 
around so much. I find that Unite is there, but 
I’m too nuanced or something, or everyone’s still 
so social media’d up, or literary terminology¬ 
laden, that they’re not offering a space where 
alienation is fully changed. Neither is Aussie 
Independent Underground Music, which I 
partake more in. 

Yes, there’s the outlet of music where people can 
join and go crazy to together. There’s MYSELF 
where I can DO WHAT I WANT. 

I thought maybe this space is where you get if 
you want to write good music but I still don’t 
have the faith in myself. Got the desperation in 
my voice to sound good but it’s damn hard to 
concentrate on something steady. Even then, will 
it cure this post stimulant, antipsychotic, bleak 
society depressed mood? 

I mean it’s all borderline not bleak, is the thing. I 
can still have around for a piece of cake or a 
compliment. It’s just shit in between, you know. 
What am I meant to DO? 

Anyhow, I wrote this while walking. It should be 
read as a Punk Song. 

i’m bored out of my brain 

don’t know if punk rock will solve it 

I thought that I was okay 

then working made me doubt it 

been walking round all daydreamwhat will I do 

when I collapse 

i’m clinically insane 

i’m not even done yet 


I don’t want to be a part of your church 

because it’s not my friends 

my social cure is part 

of your ends 

i’d rather be in this 

dead, dead, dead end 

at least this second 

maybe joing with the leftists 

the unioninsts 

the church 

if nothing works 



I don’t know what to do with my time, I don’t 
know what individual activities I can enjoy. 
Maybe God has blocked me from sitting and 
enjoying sewing or painting, just so I can write 
for you today 

I don’t know whether or not to go to the 
emergency room or find another doctor. 

It’s important for me to stand up for myself. It’s 
not my problem if they have too many patients or 
something. That’s a structural problem. I need to 
get into my identity politics a bit, which is 
standing up for people like me. If standing up for 
myself helps others, then it’s a win win. 

But I’m scared of them thinking I’m psychotic 
still and keep thinking of that needle. I’ll be extra 
careful this time. They can’t put me under a 
Mental Health Plan and involuntarily medicate 
me. If they did, I would be a political prisoner 
this time. 

I’m not protesting their treatment of me last time, 
because I sort of asked for it in a way. 

I’m NOT paranoid. I’m NOT. I’m just nervous 
about whether it’s appropriate for me to go back 
to the hospital and ask, “Can I learn about what 
this medication is supposed to do for me? Could 
it be making me miserable? I feel like I am going 
a bit crazy.” 

Maybe it’s BRISBANE that’s making me crazy. 
What do you do in Brisbane? There’s no beach in 
Brisbane. There’s also something about crazies 
and Brisbane. Our bizarre sentimentality about 
the city and our own sad repression within it. 

I think that maybe, wherever I was in the world 
right now, I wouldn’t be able to forget all of this 
that’s happened recently. I would be quietly 
content at some points, but SOMETHING would 
be missing. 

I don’t want to be a passive consumer-worker. I 
want to be the one who is doing important things. 
I want to serve and be served. I want to feel 
elegant and natural. Beautiful, graceful, and 
contented in work and leisure. I don’t want to be 
better than anyone else. I just want to belong and 


be important. It’s why the State Library was so 
nice to be in. I even like the slogan, “All yours”. 
It doesn’t matter that the people there are yuppies 
or weirdos. It matters that we can all be there and 
feel like we’re doing what we’re supposed to, 
partaking in the grand Internet in a quiet space 
and looking at art and history specially curated 
for us, The Public, to appreciate our city and the 
world’s relationship to it. 

I want an excuse to dress up and look nice. I 
want to be able to pay attention to my body and it 
not feel in vain like it does when I force myself 
to run. I don’t want to just walk down the street 
with my head down in black jeans and seedy t- 
shirt all my life. 

What am I going to do with my life, readers? I’m 
in a swamp. 

Drug or medication dependency is a harsh reality 
in this society. The dole and miserable jobs are 
too. I didn’t like school. 

I still cried in the State Library and sat around 
outside it in a state of despondency because it 
was the thing I was filling my day up with and I 
knew I would have to come up with something 
else to do because being there again, and again, 
on the internet again, and again, would not be 
enough to keep me feeling sane and purposeful. 
There was also the fact that I was physically 
growing tired of all the walking I was doing 
around the city and knew I needed to eat 
something substantial soon, so the best option 
was to spend my dole money on a sandwich at 
the Library Cafe. My money isn’t as comfortable 
as it was in the days I’d get a $1000 student 
scholarship courtesy of the old Labor federal 
government. 

I just drew some shitty art to pass the time and 
lay on the couch staring. When will I concentrate 
on something fun again? Something also good 
for my future? 

I need to take care of myself somehow, for the 
sake of others too. I can’t keep complaining and 
looking depressed. People notice. 

I feel fine mostly. Just not good thinking of the 
future. Or what I’ll be doing in five minutes. 



Until bedtime. What am I going to do? Except 
for write? Writing isn’t usually fun. It’s work. A 
good kind of work, but still work. Self-driven 
work, but still work. It’s not a natural, 
spontaneous activity or social ritual, except for 
the printing out and giving them to people thing. 
That makes me feel like I have a unique voice, 
when usually I am quiet and don’t have much to 
say. 

Part of me being ill is not being able to focus on 
TV and game type pleasures. It could be part of 
me being sane too, as this medication is pretty 
anti-fun, opposite of stimulants, getting me to see 
raw reality without the distraction of info and 
entertainment rattling around in my head. 

I feel a bit better when I go back to Yummy Snax, 
the house I used to hate a bit when I wrote that 
sometimes I want to smash it. Now the inside old 
clutter has a calming, not creepy effect. My old 
housemates talk in the kitchen with a familiar 
back and forth about nothing much at all. About 
ideas, cooking and our lives. I love Thrill Hill 
and its inhabitants especially (a lot) but it’s more 
of a social house for the thrill, but not for the 
comedown, unless it’s a nice dinner and you 
don’t live here. It’s like a wooden barn that 
people wander in and out of, sometimes watch 
movies or bands in, or youtube videos, and drink, 
or feast, and then leave or sit around in... which 
is a normal house, I suppose. I do feel at home 
here. I can’t compare the two houses. I just like 
pretending like things are like they were before I 
got taken to the ward. 

How long will this go on for? 

Thank you for reading. 




